g                                            DIARY   OF                          GRAVESEND

This night was buried with great pomp, Dorislaus, slain
at the Hague, the villain who managed the trial against
his sacred Majesty.

17th June, 1649. I got a pass from the rebel Brad-
shaw, then in great power.

soth June, 1649. I went to Putney, and other places
on the Thames, to take prospects in crayon, to carry into
France, where I thought to have them engraved.

2d July, 1649. I went from Wotton to Godstone (the
residence of Sir John Evelyn), where was also Sir John
Evelyn of Wilts., when I took leave of both Sir Johns
and their ladies. Mem. the prodigious memory of Sir
John of Wilts' daughter, since married to Mr. W. Pierre-
pont, and mother of the present Earl of Kingston. I
returned to Sayes Court this night.

4th July, 1649. Visited Lady Hatton, her lord sojourn-
ing at Paris with my father-in-law.

9th July, 1649. Dined with Sir Walter Pye, and my
good friend, Mr. Eaton, afterward a judge, who corre-
sponded with me in France.

nth July, 1649. Came to see me old Alexander Rosse,
the divine historian and poet; Mr, Henshaw, Mr. Scud-
amore, and other friends to take leave of me.

12th July, 1649.    It was about three in  the  afternoon,

I took oars  for Gravesend, accompanied by my cousin,

Stephens, and sister, Glanville, who  there  supped  with

me  and   returned;  whence  I took post  immediately  to

Dover, where I arrived  by  nine   in   the   morning;   and,

about eleven that night, went on board a barque guarded

by a pinnace of eight guns; this being the first time the

Packet-boat had obtained a convoy, having several times

before been pillaged.    We had  a good  passage,  though

chased  for some  hours  by a  pirate, but  he  dared not

our frigate, and we then  chased  him   till  he  got

under the protection  of the  castle at Calais.    It was a

privateer  belonging to the  Prince  of Wales.      I

carried over with me  my servant,  Richard   Hoare,  an

incomparable writer of several hands, whom I  afterward

preferred in the Prerogative Office, at the return of his

Lady Catherine Scott, daughter of the Earl of

followed   us   in   a  shallop,   with   Mr.   Arthiir

who left England  incognito.    At the entrance

of the town, the Lieutenant Governor, being on his hor&<3             ^
